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to reign let other Monarchs learn, | 


Then dead, their Subjects will like Britons mourn.” 
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_ O write a Poem on fo great * onſet an Hane as 
the Death of our late moſt Glorious SovxREION, is a 
Task I am truly conſcious my Pen is unequal to: but 
then I conſider the Britiſb Bards are as free as the Birds, and 


that all Degrees can, unmoleſted, chaunt forth their Notes of 
Joy or Sorrow, as their Minds ſhall be influenced by Proſperity 
or Adverſity, and as I lov'd, honour'd, and ador'd his late Ma- 


jeſty when living, I now from my ſoul as naturally and ſincere- 
ly lament him dead. And tho' I may be critically cenſur d, 


yet J have this for my Conſolation, that Truth and Nature are ; 


my Guide; and artleſs as my Numbers may appear, they are the 
real Sentiments of my fellow Subjects in general. On thoſe who 
are not, the Lord have mercy, as they muſt certainly be Ene- 
mies to Themſelves, to Virtue, and their Country. 


The great and pleaſing Hopes which we have of his preſent 


moſt excellent Majeſty, are abſolutely beyond expreſſing ; the 


Goodneſs of his Royal Diſpoſition and great Abilities, the glo- 
rious Example of his Godlike Predeceſſor, his Royal Grandfa- 
ther, together with the unanimous good Wiſhes and zealous Af- 
fections of his loyal Subjects, render him likely not only to e- 
qual the greateſt that are gone before him, but very poſlibly to 
ſhine a Monarch on the Brizi/þ Throne never (if equalled) to be 

excelled by Poſterity. That his moſt gracious Majeſty may 


have a glorious Reign, long and happy, equal to his own Royal 
Wiſhes, is and Gall be, the conſtant and earneſt Prayer of 


his Majeſty” "7 


moſt Dutiful 
and loyal Subject, 
London, November 1 2th 1760, IJ. IncnLoew, 
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On our late Moſt Graciovs . 3 


STANZA I. = | 
; S Heav'n is pleas'd to take the King, 
: Of whom with Joy we ud to ſing, | 
Chear'd by his Royal Worthz 
In him our Joy now bury'd lies, 
| Our Songs are chang'd to mournful Sighs, 1.2 
And Sorrow ſpreads the Earth | 
| Since Time's firſt Date it is not known. 
An earthly Monarch wore a Crown + | | 5 


with ſuch true Digniet y 


|| Tyrants he Courage had to tame; 1 
I᷑0o Points moſt tender when he came, 
| >So tender none as he. 8 
| . 3 III. 


— 


Peace was 181 Theme, Deſire, FEE Joy, 
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| Endleſs my Song his Worth to __ 


The pious Chriſtian, Hero, King, 
Did in his Soul unite; 


Juſtice, like Heay/n, to all he dealt, 


For ſuff ring Souls through Mercy felt, 
Vet puniſn d when 'twas 9 N 


IV. 


Till hoſtile Pow'rs did us annoy, 
Then, earneſt to defend, 


His martial Soul unſheath'd he Sword, 


Vengeance with Juſtice forth he pour d, 
And Heaven was his Friend. 


Of ewry Date read o'er the War, 


To us his Conqueſts greater are 


Than all the Kings before; 
Theſe, with his long and happy Reign, 


Pleaſing, ſurprizing, will remain 


Til Time ſhall be no more. 
CE 


His Death in Grief the Nation ſpread, 


His Subjects ſick ning droop'd their , 
Each like a Statue ſtood, 


Burſting forth Tears, their Senſe return 'd, 


Crying aloud, Mar neder MOUTH 4. 
A Prince ſo great, fo _ 


From Realms remake, his Death there known, 
Britons will hear the mighty Groan 
And univerſal Sigh z I 
Barbarians wild will pour forth Tears, 
While with one Voice the World declares 
Na TO he ſhould die. 


| VIII. 
ve Pow” rs of Heav'n, who FEA this Scene, 


Behold the Shock his Death has been, 
Peculiar to this Ile; 

To eaſe our Boſoms fraught with woe, 
Let Comforts ſoothing to us flow, 
Through your All-gracious Smile. = 


IN. 


b Hark! Hark! a Voice PEA chears, 
Britons! why dwell ye yet in Tears? 
Do you the Gods Aſtruſts 
Your King on E arth falflPd our Laus, 
He liv d and dy'd i in Virtue's Cauſe, 
And Heav'n to all is juſt. 
1 Jt +; 200% IA 
Now in the Realms of endleſs Bliſs, 
Reſt ye ſecure, his Kingdom ts, 
Long ripe for which he ſhone ; 
His Life unſully'd through the whole, 
Jove pleas'd---in Fuſtice to his Soul, 
Snatch'd him without a Gran. | 
. Kt. 
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afted to Heav'n on Seraphs 
wth rhe Almighty King of Kings 


s immortal Crown to wer; <ul 


Where Angels j Joyous round him throng, | 
With heav'nly Mufick, heav nly S [| 
Chorus his Welcome there. Rs | 


- 


His Soul thus bleſt my Muſe ſhall leave, 


Britannia's Sons ſhall Joy receive | 
Pure from the Royal Spring; : | 
F r though bim dead we juſtly mourn, 
Jer to ur 
Whoſe Worth innate the World admir 
—_ - And native Genius us inſpi WOO nn | 
= With Loyalty and Lovez e 
F - Bleſt be his Life, his Reign, and long, A 
_— Tis Britain's Pray'r, tis Britain's Song 5 9 
* And grant it, mig Jose. NVU | 8 


